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“ But as we were allowed of God to be put in ‘rust with the Gospal, even so we speak, not as pleasing Men but God, which trieth our Hearts.” 
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whether it be a promise that he will chas- 
tise or that he will save. When God pays, 
he never underpays. He never does less, 
but always more, than he promises. The 


; MEN DO ?”3 apostle was right in calling him the One that 
“WHAT CAN WE wo does “ exceeding abundantly above all that 
BY KATE Ross. we ask or think.” * 
‘Waar can we women do!— a a a 
We, who if you should ask REVIVAL.” 
'Fo live your lives with you, -. 


Would faint beneath the task } 

Do? We can bles our heroes— 

Of each life-garden the Tose 5 

‘And should they come to die, 

Ob wife ! your last fond greeting, 

Oh mother! youre repeating, 
.3 They shall grow strong thereby. 


What can we women give ’— 
We, who sit here alone 
Beside the fire you leave, 
The desolate hearthstone ? 
Give? We will love aecord you, 
And honor we'll award you, 
When sil the land is free. 
Give? Give our consolation 
To the orphans of the nation, 

" andthe widows we may be. 


What can we women pray ?— 
We, whoare tearful lest 

God's way is not our way, 

Ro leave it unexpressed ? 

Pray? Not for an exemption 

From the price of our redemption ; 
But for the patient hand, 

The courage not to falter, 

But tend each household altar, 

And so tostay the land. 
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LECTURE-ROOM TALKS.* 


No. If, 


+» @0D'S FAITHFULNESS. 


Tene are a great many titles which are 
riven to God in the Bible. Many of them 
are most instructive and affecting. Some of 
them fill us with a sense of sublimity ; some 
excite in us a feeling of admiration ; and 
«me touch the emotion of love. I think 
there is no other that ever comes to my 
nind with such peculiar grace as the title of 
ihe Faithful One. Having occasion to look 
through the Scriptures to see how that title 
was applied to God, I was struck with the 
number of times that he uses it, in one way 
wd another, in teaching of himself. He 
insists upon his faithfulness. We may sus- 
ject, from the constancy of the divine ad- 
ministration in nature, that if there is one 

) Bl thing more certain than another, it is God’s 
2 BM Aithfulness to what he undertakes in the 
mtural realm. There is no evidence that 
there has been any material variation or 
thange, since there has been a record of the 
tube, in the sun, in the planets, or in the 
wasons, The earth has gone on in its path, 

And, 


rte &- + — 


ab ------2 
werse as mankind are, conflicting and 
/narreling as they are in their convictions 
fad taotions, there 18, In all lands, but one 
feeling substantially in respect to God as 
comected with nature, which is that he is 
conttant, that he is faithful, that he is true. 


And we may not unreasonably conclude that 


if be is so in the material administration, he 
And he 
i, And he is proud of it. He makes much 


is more especially so in the moral. 


i. He speaks of it often. 


God’s faithfulness, when we are in pros- 

rity and are doing wrong, does not amount 

k much, so far as we are concerned. That 

Mg" © say, we do not think much of it. 1 
‘ave sometimes thought of the subject in 


bis light : 















righ. His conscience is disturbed. 


By-and-by the young man gets into difi- 
culty ; and who should be among the first to 
come to his relief but this very censor and 
damer? Now he has nota heart to blame. 
He sits down, and says, “My son, tell me 
our troubles, and, if I can, I will help you 
qtof them.” All that come, beside him, 
come to censure, or to make something out 
of his misfortune; but this man comes to 
wk, “How can I assist you?” And the 
jung man, remembering his warning, and 
aw he had refused to heed it, says, with 
lars in his eyes, “You are the last man that I 
“pected would speak to me so tenderly, you 
woke to me so bitterly before.” The man 
"ys, “Iam not a bit more kind to you now, 
*y young man, than I was when I rebuked 
Mm My heart ha been faithful to you 
mm the beginninz. 1 promised your father 
tit I would watch over you, and do every- 
ne for you that I could ; andI have ful- 
fed my promise. I did it in your wicked 


Gig 


* by warning you and rebuking you; 


tae done 
™ young man through his troubles. He 


{es not leave him, nor forsake him. Heis 


- him in his prosperity, and in his ad- 
Now, God is just so to us, only in a great- 
“measure than can be sepeecomiel by any 
fare, When we go wrong, and are head- 
‘ong, God, by his providence, bruises us, 
7. turns us up-side down ; but when we 
brought into great trouble, oh, what dis- 
‘ures of divine mercy and love does he 
Me to us, if we look to him! He has al- 
yy faithta) to us, and he will be to 
Y nd. 
ere a os Da of difference wheth- 
eC a at varies and changes, 
x is full of moods and caprices ; or 
‘ther we have a God that is the same yes- 
May, to-day, and forever: it makes a great 
: “I of difference in our comfort, in our con- 
“zee, in our hope, in our joy, and, indeed, 
“our very salvation. 
rt Goa, then, is a God ‘that never breaks 
Every single promise that he ever 
a he will keep, whether it be a promise 
tod or of evil; whether it be a promise 
—* to asinner or to one that believes $ 


, Mtered according to Act of Congress, Jan. 10th, 1961, 
ony Richards, in the Clerk’s Office of the United 


the Southern District of New York, 


4 young man is enjoying himself, and 
fring no limit to the gratification of 
hs desires, A clear-headed and good- 
heated man, that was his father’s friend, 
lves in the neighborhood ; and he goes to 
‘he yong man, and lashes him smartly with 
‘6 tongue, He says to him, “ You are doing 
song, and you know it; end I warn you 
tat, though you may experience a sort of 
Lippiness in the course that you are pursu- 
iy.if you persist in it, you will come to 
mau.” The young man says to himself, 
"Tut is a stern old cynic: I do not want to 
‘aveanything to do with him ;” and after 
ww, ther than to meet him, when he sees 
lufooming;down the sidewalk he turns a 
der, corner, as if‘ he had an errand in 
woher street. The. fact is, he has a slight 
dling that this stern, ugly-tongued man is 


now T am doing it by kindness, because 
Mm need kindness, Before, kindness would 
you no good.” And he goes ‘with 


BY REV. E. N. KIRK, D.D. 


Waar a beautiful term! Symbol of hope 
falfilled, of joyous experience, of beauty 
displacing deformity, the process of decay 
suspended, the marks of death obliterated, 
the colors and forms and movements of life 
returning! The farmer delights ina revi- 
val, for he has been watching through long, 
scorching days and feverish nights for the 
sight of a cloud, if it should be no larger 
than a man’s hand, to cover those brassy 
heavens, and cool that parched, gaping, 
dusty carth, and save those withering plants, 
and relieve those panting and thirsty cattle. 


Yes, it was a revival that inspired the 
CTVth Psalm. Water was, in part, its 
theme. Sympathizing with all God's crea- 
tures, especially the beautiful vegetable 
kingdom and the sensitive animal races, the 
writer had deeply felt the worth of water. 
He had waited for its coming as Ahab and 
Elijah waited for it when the rain had been 
withheld for three years and six months. 
And oh! when it came, how that sympa- 
thizing, pious heart was revived with the 
reviving creation around. He watched the 
gathering vapors as “they go up by the 
mountains,” in mist; and then “down by 
the valley,” in showers so gentle, so kindly, 
and refreshing. And it was the more de- 
lightful to him that it was his heavenly 
Father who sent down the reviving streams 
from his traveling cisterns in the sky. “He 
sendeth the springs into the valleys, which 
ron among the hills ;” joyous angels doing 
his errand of mercy to man and beast. 
“They give drink to every beast of the 
field; the wild asses quench their thirst. 
By them shall the fowls of the heaven have 
their habitation, which sing among the 
branches. He watereth the hills from his 
chambers ; the earth is satisfied with the 
fruit of thy works. He causeth the grass 
to grow for the cattle; and herb for the ser- 
vice of man; that he may bring forth food 
out of the earth. The trees of the Lord 
are full of sap; the cedars of Lebanon, 
which the Lord hath planted, in which the 
birds make their nests.” 

Surely, every lover of nature, of man, or 
bird, or beast, must delight in a revival ; 
whether it be of nature, of commerce, ‘of 
letters, of art, of bodily heaith, of a good 
spirit of any kind. 

And he would be & strange person who 
should object to revivals em any ground 
whatever. He might say # was a conces- 
sion that there had been a bad state of things 
to make a revival necessary. He might say 
that therefore God was to blame, or some- 
body. He might, say that he does not ap- 
prove of spasmodic life; but his taste would 
’ | surely not always be satisfied, for there will 
be winters, however uncomfortable, and 
though men die by the frost, and a whole 
French army must perish horribly in the 
snow. He may say there are many uncom- 
fortable accompaniments to the breaking up 
of winter, to the thunder-shower that fol- 
lows along drought. Yet there are people 
besides land in the world; and they may 
look upon the bright side of even a thunder 
cloud. There may be a morbid love of 
Peace that shall be willing to purchase it at 
any price. And yet the ploughshare of war 
may be necessary to strike into the solid, 
compacted sub-soil, and prepare the way 
for a higher kind’of grain and richer crops. 

One objector may say he wishes that 
there might be an improvement in the hab- 
its of the apple-trees. Every spring he 
sees them covered with an ostentatious show 
of beautiful white blossoms. He tried to 
count them once. And he found that there 
were nine hundred and eighty blossoms 
promising great things. There were to be 
nine hundred and eighty apples, all as full 
of beauty as these conceited, high-speaking 
blossoms. And whatdo you think the poor 
man found? When there had been sun- 
beams enough, and April winds and rains 
enough to shake off half of them, he found 
only four hundred and ninety little apples. 
Where were the other four hundred and 
ninety? Gone; all their fine promises 
broken! Then he waited until the autumn: 
and what, think you, he found then? 
Abcut one hundred sound, well-formed 
apples, and fifty or sixty poor, shriveled, 
speckled things, that rather disfigured than 
adorned the tree, and were serviceable to 
neither God nor man. 

Now this good man—there is no necessity 
for naming him, he knows himself ; and no 
one else need know his logic as his. But 
this was its conclusion : I am against apple- 
trees, at least of the rmaodern type. 1 am 
waiting for infallible blossoms, that will nev- 
er deceive us; never outnumber the fruit, 
never look any whiter or gayer than the 
somber, sober russet-apple they are going 
to produce. And for that purpose I have 











pomoculture is brought to an end by my 
feelings and my logic. 

But there is another branch of revival 
that we have not mentioned. It is to be 
hoped no reader will begin to be sensitive 
about the word we shall add that defines the 
species. If he has gone with us in joyops, 
glowing thought as he recalled the whole 
magnificent history of revivals, let him keep 
right on in the same vein when we turn our 
attention to one member of this happy fam- 
ily. We mean to speak of the Revival of 
Refigion. 

And, to start abreast with all that mean 
to accompany us, we will first define and 
describe the things of which we speak. 

For the first element of our description 
let us recur to the CIVth Psalm, and also to 
works of science. In the psalm the water 
is the instrument of revival. But the hand 
that pours out the water is invisible, yet rec- 
ognized. He that sends the rain is ad- 
dressed as an invisible person. Agassiz 
says that he secs the action of a personal 
will in many of the great changes in nature. 
Ina word, philosophy and piety demand 
alike a beneficent Creator and Sustainer of 
everything that has not power to create and 
sustain itself, or does not exist by the ne- 
ae, = its existence. ‘ 

e then trace the revival of nature. 
learning, of health, of religion, to God. -< 
we follow the Scriptures in their teachings, 
* Entered according to Act of Congress, Jan. 10th, B61, 


by J. H. Richards, in the Clerk's Office of the United 
States for the Southern District of New York, 








let my orchard go to ruin. My business of 


NEW YORK, 


that the implanting and the reviving of the , 
religious spirit in the human heart is the | 
peculiar and pre-eminent fruit of a Savior’s | 
mediation and sacrifice, and the effect of the 
immediate action of the Holy Spirit. 

We regret to part company here with any | 
that may have gone with us willingly thus 
far. Butif they choose it, we must go on | 
our own path without them, from this fork | 
‘in the road. We believe the Scriptures to | 
be the word of God. We believe them to | 
teach that to make apostate man religions, | 
to keep him from declension, or to revive 
him when declined, while itin no way or 
degree supersedes his own activity and re- 
sponsibility, requires the peculiar action of 
the Spirit of God denominated the Holy 
Ghost. wees 
“THIS YEAR THOU SHALT DIE.” 


(Jer. xxvill, 16.) 





BY REV. JOHN P. GULLIVER. 


Gop had done with Hananiah! He was 
a false prophet as well as a corrupt poli- 
tician. He was withstanding Jeremiah in 
the court of Zedekiah, the vassal king of 
Judah, and was encouraging that foolish 
monarch in all his wicked schemes of na- 
tional aggrandizement. While Jeremiah 
prophesied “ of war, and of evil, and of pes- | 
tilence,” Hananiah was crying, “ Peace, 
Peace,” though God had said, “ There is no 
peace.” While Jeremiah wa’ denouncing | 
war upon all who went down to Egypt for 
help, Hananiah was deep in a pilot to forma 
league with Egypt against the king of Baby- 
lon, and, cognizant of these secret combi- 
nations, he had the audacity to contradict 
Jeremiah, in the temple, before all the peo- 
ple, and to declare, “in the name of the 
Lord,” that within two fall years the yoke 
of the king of Babylon should be broken. 
The Divine patience was exhausted! Han- 
sniah, like Pharaoh, had been compelled, 
even in his wickedness, to serve God’s pur- 
pose. But now, there was no more for him 
to do, even as a “vessel of wrath, fitted to | 
destruction.” And Jeremiah was commis- 
sioned to announce his doom in these | 
words : “ Hear now, Hananiah! The Lord 
hath not sent thee; but thou makest this 
people to trust ina lie. Therefore, thus saith 
the Lord, Behold I will cast thee from the 
face of the earth. This year thou shalt die!” 
And it is added, “ So Hananiah the prophet 
died the same year in the seventh month.” 

Reader! are you another Hananiah ? Are 
you conscious that you are an enemy of 
God? Are your purposes hostile to his? 
Do your plans cut athwart his? Ina word, 
are you reconciled to God ? 

Then you may be sure you are subject to 
the action of the same principle in the 
divine government which prosounced hig 
doom. You are spared in a world of ptt" 
bation, either to repent, or, if you refuse to 
repent, to accomplish unwillingly some of 
Godl’s purposes—the purposes for which he 
“ = youup.” If neither of these can be 
secured by the continuance of your life, the 
sentence will be uttered concerning you, as 
emphatically and positively as concerning 
Hananiah, “ This year thou shalt die!” 

It is true that the precise operation of this 
law cannot be traced with any accuracy by 
human calculation. It does not enter into 
the “ expectation of life,” as made out in 
the tables of Lite Insurance. For it is not | 
easy to judge when the hope of a man’s re- | 
pentance has ceased. Still less easy is it fo 
know how long the Lord will have need of | 
him, as another Pharaoh or Hananiah, in a 
state of confirmed impenitence, that he may 
“show his power” in him. Yet the prin- 
ciple is that, beneath the misty uncertainty 
which covers it from human observation, 
and, like the cannon hidden in the sulphur- | 
ous cloud of the batile, ¢¢ is doing its work. | 
Daily are thousands and ten’ of thousands 
cut down by unseen missiles, sent with un- 
erring aim from the rifled bore of this re- 
lentless principle of destruction! 

Why should it not be so’ For what rea- 
son is any man continued in a state of trial 
after the result of his trial has become man- 
ifest and conclusive, unless it be to work out 
some kind purpose of God in behalf of oth- 
eis? And when a man’s life has ceased to 
be of any use, either to himself or others, 
why should not the order go forth, “ Cut 
down! why cumbereth it the ground ?” 

Now one who wishes to judge of his “ ex- 
pectation of life” asit is effected, not by 
physical, but by strictly moral considera- 
tions, has a very simple question to ask him- 
self, and it is a question which he can an- 
swer, better than any can answer it for him: 
“ What is the probability that 1 shall aban- 
don my present character and course of 
life, and become a sincere, earnest, devoted 
child of God »” 

That probability can be estimated with 
almost as much accuracy as the probability 
of the recovery of a consumptive patient. 
The length of time since he commenced his 
couse of rebellion is one important ele- 
ment in the calculation; the obstinacy of 
his character, or its want of stamina, is an- 
other; the rigor and fixedness of his hab- 
its is another; the extent to which he is 
willing to submit himself to curative influ- 
ences—the means of grace—is another ; his 

faith or skepticiem concerning evangelic | 
truth, is another; and, above all the rest, | 
the indications in his tenderness of spirit, | 
his sensitiveness of conscience, and aspira- | 
tions afier something purer and better, that 
he fs not yet abandoned by the Spirit of God, 
are the most decisive points to be consid- 
ered in answering the question. 

But, reader, if a candid and careful view 
of your condition fails to give you any 
strong encouragement to believe that you 
are “not far from the kingdom of God,” 
and expecially if you can see that you are 
duifiing away from it, on the tide of world- 
liness and sin—then where do you stand? 
If you are not spared with the expectation 
that you will repent, it must. be that vour 
life will be prolonged because some great 
purpose of God will be wrought out, not- 
withstanding your impenitence, through 
your involuntary agency. 

But what a narrow footing does such an 
expectation leave you ? 

Pharaoh went boldly through the ten 
plagues, and doubtless felt as confident as 
you do that he bore a chartned life. But | 
the charm was broken as soon as ke entered 
the Red Sea! For then God’s work in him 
was finished ! | 
Hananiah was bold and arrogant in the 
court of Zedekiah, and confidently staked 
his reputation upon certain “ political com- 
binations” then in progress, and publicly 
declared that, within two full years, the 
yoke of the king of Babylon should be 
broken. That false prophecy sealed his 
doom! It finished his work of evil! God 
had need of him no more! And Jeremiah 
































at ohce turned upon him, and said, in the 
name of the Lord, “ This yeur ‘thou shalt 
die !” 

The rich farmer in the parable finished 
his mission when he said, “ Lord, thou hast 
much goods laid up for many years, take 
thine ease, eat, drink, and be merry.” In- 
stantly the inexorable law closed its iron 
hand upon him, and God said, “ Thou fool! 
this night thy soul shall be required of thee!” 

The slaveholders of the South, like Pha- 
raoh, refused obedience to God’s command, 
“Let my people go!” They went on pros- 
perously for a time, and the empire of the 
broad land seemed almost theirs, till sudden- 
ly they fired the first gun of the rebellion. 
That act gave the climax to their example! 
That finished the work for which God 
raised them up, that he might show his 
power in them! And it needs no prophet 
to utter over them the doom just descend- 
ing—“This year thow shalt die!” Like 
Hananiah, they are to be “ cast off from the 
face of the earth!” 

In like manner, godless reader, you will 
soon have finished your work of evil, and 
God will have finished his work of good, 
through you and in «pite of you! 

The success of that speculation in which 
you are now absorbed may strike the knell ; 
or the commission of that sin you are now 
contemplating, or your confirmation in that 
skepticism in which you are now dabbling, 
or the full establishment of that false hope 
which you are seeking to plant in your soul. 
But whatever the decisive act may be, and 
whenever it may be committed, it is fixed 
in God’s eye; it lies somewhere, just before 
you, in the pathway of life. 

There is a time, we Know mot when ; 
A place, we know not where ; 

Which marks the destiny of men, 
Por glory or despair. 

To many who read these words, that time 
and place are justat hand. To many, par 
tially hardened, this warning will appear 
useless or absurd. To many, it even now 
comes too late. God have mercy upon 
those of whom it is deereed, Tums year 
THOU BHALT DIE! 





HOLIDAY CONTRASTS. 


BY REV. BR. M. HATFIELD. 





For more than a week past my house 
has been filled with a jargon of sweetsounds! 
Santa Claus, Christmas gifts, and New 
Year’s presents have almost turned the heads 
of the children, and made them «wild with 
delight. In addition to this home-happi- 
ness, the little folks have had their visits and 
parties, each one of which is marked with 
a red letter in their calender. 1 was per- 
mitted to accompany my little four-year-old, 
and to assist at one of these entertamments, 
a few evenings since. Parties of grown-up 
children are api to be inspid but 
this occasion was most What a 
time we had with the “stage-coach” and 
“ blind-man’s-buff,” and how wonderful our 
tableaux were, I shall not attempt to tell. 
My little maiden was perfectly enraptured, 
chattered all the way home like a magpie, 
and then exerted her oratorical powers to the 
utmost in telling her mother of the wonder- 
ful things she had seen and heard. It was 
evident that she had been acting on Capt. 
Cuttle’s rule of making a note on what she 
had found. Her account of the manner in 
which the young gentlemen disposed of 
their confectionery struck me as not being 


| bad, for one of her years. “O, ma,” said 


she, “after we had finished our supper and 
the ice-cream, they gave us little bundles of 
candy with pieces of printed paper wrap- 
ped up with them. And the boys ate up 
their candies, and gave the pieces of paper to 


| the kurge girls that wore handsome dresses.” 


But no where has the tide of joy risen 
higher than among the children of our Sab- 
bath-school. 

Their room, next door tothe parsonage, is 
gaily decorated with Christmas greens and 
banners, and, sitting in my study, I have 
heard them evening after evening, singing 
their merry carols and making music such 
as I am sure the ‘Savior and all good angels 
love to listen to. The “ wee toddling things” 
ofthe infant department, sided and abetted 


by some of their friends, faigly ousted me | 


from my pulpit nearly two weeks ago, and 
have held quiet posse-sion ever since. They 
have erected a spacious stage, that com- 
pletely covers the pulpit and chancel, and 
here they perform with high satisfaction to 
themselves and to the great satisfaction of 
the public. This arrangement, while 1t lasis 

makes it necessary for the preacher to 
climb upon the platform in a rather undig- 
nified manner on the Sabbath, and those of 
the audience who sit in the front seats are 
apt to get a crick in the neck from looking 
at the speaker. But these are trifling mat- 
ters, and nobody complains 80 long as the 
children haye a good time and enjoy them- 
selves. During all these glad days the 
streets have been alive with bright-faced 
children and happy parents. The stores 
have been thronged with customers, and on 
the street-cars and ferry-boats the bundles 
and packages outnumbered the passengers. 
Never have the holidays passed more pleas- 
antly inthe City of Churches than during the 
present season. Alas! that there should be 
any poor unfortunates who have no part in 

this joy—upon whom no bright or glad day 

ever shines. But there are such, and during 
all this festive season my feelings have been 

tinged with sadness at the remembrance of 
some things that I saw only a few days be- 
fore Christmas. 

A brother employed asa missionary in 
New York City invited me to accompany 
him for an hour or two in his work, and I 
accepted his invitation. Ilis field of labor 
includes the notorious Five Points, a locali- 
ty that fairly reeks with corruption, after all 
that has been done for its purification. In 
company with the missionary, I called upon 
one of the families of his charge, and saw a 
specimen of the places in which human be- 
ings live and die in a Christian city. 
Groping our way up @ dark and tortnous 
stairwayfwe knocked at a door, and entered 
a room perhaps twelve feet square. The 
aspect of the place was so horrible that it is 
impossible for me to describe it. So far as 
I remember, there was hardly an article of 
furniture in the room, not a table, or chair, 
certainly nothing like a bedstead or bed. 

A part of the oceupants of the room were 
absent at the time of our call. We found 
there one woman who was blind, another 
who was maimed and crippled, anda third 
of whom I only remember that she seemed 


to fee] at home in the place, and looked like 
a fit associate for the other two. The day 
was raw and stormy, and the women 
couched and cowered over a chareoal fire 
that was burning in a furnace set in the 
middle of the room. AsI looked at these 
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poor objects in their filth and wretchedness, 
I began to consider whether, if they sould 
die from inhaling the fumes of the charcoal, 
we ought to regret the occurrence. Is 
there, can there be, for poor humanity any- 
thing more dreadful than the life they are 
now living? But | had not seen all, not 
the worst of the horrors of the place. Ina 
corner of the room, and near to where I was 
standing, a child of two or three years of age 
was lying upona bundle of raga. This in- 
nocent lamb is suffering from a disease of 
the hip-joint, and is unable to walk or even 
to stand. When I saw him, he had on but 
4 single dirty garment,a little slip or shirt 
made of cotton cloth. One of the women 
Was anxious to show me the ghastly abscess 
from which his life is oozing hour by hour, 
but I begged her to desist. The little mar- 
tyr lay patiently upon his poor, hard couch, 
and neither moaned nor cried ; but I shall 
néver forget the expression of his pallid 
face, and the look he gave me from his 
deep, pathetic eyes. I was told that a be 
nevolent and skillful physician once took 
this child to his home, with the hope of be- 
ing able to cure, or, failing in that, at least, 
to make him comfortable. But the drunk =n 





mother, when under the influence of liquor, 
“went and demanded her child, as she had a 
kegat right to do, and it was restored to her. 
There may be no way to reach and save a 
woman s0 fallen and lost as this wretched 
mother ; but surely ina Christian country 
there ought to be some law or gospel by 
which this poor child can be rescued from 
her clutches. 

Leaving this abode of sin and misery, I 
accompanied the missionary to the city 
prison in the Tombs, and took part in a ser- 
vice he held with the female prisoners. in 
his audience of fifty to seventy-five there 
were numbers who listened attentively, and 
with tears. And here, associating with 
hardened and haggard-faced criminals, were 
several children, not more, I should say, 
than fifteen years old. It was most melan- 
choly to think of their probable, almost in- 
evitable,future. { must not prolong this ar- 
ticle, but your readers may guess from this 
hasty sketch’ why we have heard plaintive 
undertones, and echoes of sorrow, in all the 
merry chimes of the recent holidays. O, 
for the speedy triumph of Him that set 
upor the throne and said, 

“Behold@ make all things new.” 


“Oh! when will the bright restoring be, 


And the glory come again 
Of our Se spring, with its blessed dew, 
And His Word, that maketh all things new!” 
Buooxrys, Jan. 3, 1865. 





A MINISTER'S NEW YEAR DAY. 
BY REV. THEO. L. CUYLER >, 


Tur nimble-footed Independent—proud to 
show its “clean linen”—-went to, press too 


early for us last week to prepare our New 
Year greetings to our quarter of a million 
rural readers. Of city-folk we see quite 
éndugh ; it is by the glow of a country fire- 
side that the face of The Independent shine’ 
the brightest. To our rural reader let us 
give a brief inkling of a city pastor’s New 
Year Day. 

Well—it is a happy day, albeit a trifle 
tiresome by the time that the four hundredth 
caller has given you his annual squeeze and 
wished you “many returns of the day.” 
We have no Jack Downing to stand behind 
us and thrust bis arms under ours and 
“shake for us,” as the redoubtable major 
once did for “ Gineral Jackson in Downing- 
ville.” It is pleasant work, however; and 
we ought not to begrudge the time spent in 
these hearty hand-grasps. Alas! more than 
one of them will shake hands with death 
ere the next New Year come. 

By twelve o’clock we are in full blast. 
How lively dances the door-bell! The stars 
and stripes, hung out on the porch, help to 
“bait” the crowd. They pour in as steadily 
as the little orphan-laddie (who acis as our 
doorkeeper) can admit them. It requixes a 
quick memory to catch each name on the 
instant; especially when Jones, Smith, 
Brown, and Robinson all come in a quar- 
tette. Among the crowd are several squads 
of the Plymouth Brethren. We always 
| know Brother Beeeher’s bairns as well as 
| you would know a Scotch clan by its 
| plaid. They all have a family likeness—are 
quick-spoken, high-pressure, keen-witted 
fellows, with a most immoderate habit— 
which they have learned from their teacher 
—of cracking jokes. If a “merry heart 
doeth good like a medicine,” then Brother 
Beecher’s church ought to be a poor place 
for doctars. 

At three o'clock the crowd is at its hight. 
We can only give a brief salutation to each, 
and then pass them down to the refresh- 
ment- , where they will find the steam- 
ing coffee which God madg and our wife 
brews, instead of the toddy-bow], which the 
distiller made and the devil brews, What 
moral right has any man to hold out the in- 
toxicating cup to the miscellaneous crowd 
of New Year guests? He who ventures to 
do it deserves to have his own son brought 
home with the “redness of eyes” and the 
“woe” of the wine-cup on his reeling form. 

What a variety in the countenances of the 
callers! One man looks radiant. He has 
“struek oil” during the past year, and the 
“oil causeth his face to shine.” My good fel- 
low, be careful that you do not drown your 
soul in your oil-well. Some others have 
done so. Here comes a blue-jacket, that 
stood near Farragut in the fire-cloud at 
Mobile. A hearty shake for your hand, 
friend!—it has helped to make history. 
Here comes one with a weed of mourning 
on his hat. He wore that weed out to 
Greenwood during the past year, and then 
came home and entered in his family Bible 
the name of a little cherub, born into the 
celestial life of heaven. That child’s death 
makes the year 1864 memorable to this 
father. For the trial led him to Jesus, and 
it became the birth-year of his immorial 
soul. Wedo not condole with such a per- 
son; we congratulate him ; his darling is 
safe in heaven, and his own soul is safe in 
Christ. In all our ministry we have never 
received into the church a dozen members 
who attributed their conversion to 
death of adult friends; but we haye wel- 
comed scores into church-fellowship who 
were awakened and brought to Jesus by the 
death of little children. So it is; a “ little 
child shall lead them,” and often, too, by a 
pale, dead hand. 

To many of our callers the departed year 
gave food for brief conversations. One man 
is just home from his bridal-tour. Best of 
all, his bride is wedded to Christ, and means 
to journey toward heaven with him. The 
journey will be all the safer, and the pleas- 
anter, too, that they walk it arm in arm. 
Here is another man who"has just moved 
into a new residence, “How doyoulike it, 
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friend ; have you set up a family altar in it?” 
“No, not yet.” “Well, sir, itis nota safe 
house to live in. Your insurance policy 
covers the risk of fire only, but you want 
an altar of prayer to insure it from more 
perilous flames than incendiaries kindle.” 
Here comes a faithful mission-school 
teacher. What a blessed year he has had! 
Fifty-two golden Sabbaths did 1864 bring to 
him! He tells me that he has been making a 
New Year call on all his class. A capital 
practice. Iwish the leading men in all our 
churches would spend New Year day in vis- 
iting the poorer and obscurer members of 
the congregation. The practice thus begun 
ought to be kept up all through the year. 
The rich and the cultured are over-run and 
over-loaded with mercies. If Christ were 
on earth, a pastor, he would not be seen as 
often on marble steps by silver, bell-pulls, as 
he would be in by-streets, and by the dingy 
thresholds of the poor. 

Bless me! here come the children, too, 
for a New Year greeting to their pastor. 
Short people have one advantage over six- 
footers; they need not overlook the chil- 
dren. Here is one little fellow who has 
learned “five hundred verses” during the 
Jast year in Sunday-school. And another 
who got a prize for bringing in a flock of 
new scholars into the mission-school; and 
another who spied “ Santa Claus” hanging 
up his stocking again (full to the brim) last 








night, and through the dim moonlight he 
saw that Santa Claus wore a calico dress- 
ing-gown just like his mother’s! 

But how shall we review all the happy 
incidente connected with a pastor’s New 
Year? It isa day of gladness; yes, and of 
no little sadness, too. For we cannot but 
fee] that some of these manly forms that en- 
ter our doorway are already measured for 
the grave. For some of these lithe limbs the 
shroud is already weaving, Some of these 
noble workers in our church will be swept 
from us ere 1865 shall run its race. Good 
reader, perhaps you have made your last 
New Year call and received your last New 
Year gift. As we are not yet out of the first 
week of the year, let us both agree to keep 
sacredly the following resolutions : 

- 1. During this year I will live to Christ. 
If I die during the year, I shall then close it 
with Christ. 

2. I will have some definite field of labor 
for God, and for human good. I willtry, by 
God's help, to save at least one soul. 

8. I will give one-tenth of all my earnings 
to Christian charity—and as much more as 
I can afford while paying my honest debts. 
If I am caught “robbing God,” may he tske 
away my gains and make me no longer 
steward! 

4. During this year I will not touch an In- 
toxicating glass, nor enter a place of amuse- 

ment in which I would not wish to meet my 
minister. 

5. This year I will never speak of any 


tues to his face. 

6. I will give and pray and toil for my 
country and ite sacred cause as freely as I 
give and toil for my blessed Savior. 

7. I will examine the grounds of my per- 
sonal Christian hope every day. This year 
may be my last. 

Then let me anew my journey pursue, 
Roll round with the oar, 
And never stand «till, till the Master ore 
Then from my dear Lord Pll receive the glad word, 
“Well and faithfully done! Enter into my joy 
And sit down by my throne!” 
BRroogtyn, Jan. 5, 1865. 





ANOTHER YEAR. 


BY AUGUSTA COOPER KIMBALL. 





SPEED, waiting days of thought and care, 
Nor loiter here! 

O heart, with every throb a prayer, 

The weary night is nearly through ; 
There comes a flush of dawn for you, 
Another year. 


Sing, little snow-bird, perched upon 
The brier near! 

You twitter to the winter sun, 

But cannot tell with chirp and cheep 
One-half the joy that I shall reap, 
Another year. 


Worm-tenant of the chrysalis, 
Through your close sphere 

Draw splendor out of Nature’s kiss ! 
Suck beauty for unquickened wing! 
Come out in rainbow covering, 
Another year! 


And thorny bush, with here and there 

A leaflet sere, ‘ 

Your penetralia set with care! 

From light and breezes, rain and snows, 
Evolve for me a bridal-rose, 

Another year! 


The runlet, with anicy marge, 

Falls low and clear ; 

But, April-warmed, ’twill swell and charge 
Adown the meadow, in such glee, 

It will not seem to sob with me, 

Another year. 


From out the hemlock-feathered hill, 
Purple and clear, 

The purest vapor will distill ; 
Intenser glories shall arise, . 
To drape and fringe the lucid skies, 
Another year. 


The undeveloped flower-cup 

Will persevere, 

And rear its scented chalice up, 
Embalming all its heart-cells through 
With sweetness ; just as I shall do, 
Another year : 


Shall do for him who stands erect 
With fire and spear, 

To baffle Tyranny’s elect ; 

Who comes with our victorious stars, 
My hero of a dozen scars, 

Another year. 


Where the gray mountain's granite crest 
And brow appear, 
Our monarch-bird shall preen his breast, 


And all peovle glorify 
Hise ring witty, and heaven-raised eye 
Ang@ier year. 


Agd Freedom’s story winds shall bear 
Across the mere, 

Reaching a lion-people’s lair ; 

And they shall wake, and rouse, and strain, 
Testing the full length of their chain, 
Another year. 


And Old-World strangers at the gate 
Shall lose their sneer, 





man’s faults behind his back, or of his vir- |. 
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Men shall not say we boast a lie, 
And flaunt it under God’s blue sky, 
Another year. 


America, cleansed out to snow, 
Cannot adhere 

To polities that smear her s0 ; 

She'll give her children such a creed 
As men are martyrs for at need, 
Another year. 


A creed, to prove to sense and sight 
The one idea 

For which the Federal heroes fight ; 
*T will shine, a never-setting sun, 
When Freedom shall be twenty-one, 
Another year. 


A creed that leaves no captive eye 

To shed a tear; 

Then Freedom will not live to sigh, 
But, wreathed from her own olive-tree, 
Will sit in white and smile with me, 
Another year. 
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THE WAR. 


Siens thicken. The rebels wail; aloud cry 
of despair comes up from Richmond; and 
grip upon the throat of the rebellion still, 

ows stronger. Grant keeps Lee immoveab! 

ast in his lines; Thomas has finished H 
and turns bis face ina new direction; Sher- 
man is preparing for a new campa These 
are the salient points of the news this week. 

WAILS FROM RICHMOND. 

Since the ye amay Sod the year, a series of re- 
markable articles from the Richmond 
Jeff Davis’ organ, expressing the extremity of 
despair, have attracted general attention at the 
North and South. The first of these articles, 
attributed to the pen of the rebel President, 
virtually admitted that the rebel cause is lost, 
and proposed a colonial alliance with Eng- 
land or France and the abolition of slavery asa 
bid for recognition. Said the Se : “A 
thousand prejudices, a thousand consecrated 
dogmas, are now ready to be yielded at the bid- 
ding of necessity. Any sacrifice of opinio 
any sacrifice of property, any surrender o 
prejudice, if necessary to the defeat of our 
enemies, is now the watchword and reply. 
Subjugation is a horror that embraces all other 
horrors, and adds enormous calamities of ite 
own. The people see this. They havea vivid 

reeption of it. They are ready on their part 

‘or the duties which it implies.’ 

The Richmond Enquirer, following the same 
train of ment, speaks in this wise: “If 
France and England will enter into a treaty 
with these Confederate States, sonagaa our 
nationality and guarantying our independence 
upon the abolition of slavery in all these States, 
rather than continue the war, we should be pre- 

ared to urge the measure upon our readers. 

We believe such a proposition would be fa- 
vorably received and acted upon by those na 
tions, and it ought to be made to them.” 

Nor is this all. The Richmond Hzaminer 
says: “Weare sinking and perishing under the 
might power of the Yankee nation.” The 
rebel 8, too, are breaking into 0) 
clamors against Davis, whose tyranny is ve 
mently denounced. They call for the appoint- 
ment of Gen. Lee as generalissimo, declaring 
that it is the last hope. Discontent and alarm 
are very evidently the rule in the rebel capital 

SHERMAN AND SAVANNAH. 

On the 26 ult., on taking formal possession 
of Savannah, General Sherman issued an ad- 
mirable order for the government of the city; 
declaring that the inhabitants should continue 
in the free use of their residences, sho 
schools, places of worship and recreation ; tha! 
trade should be reopened, under suitable rega- 
lations ; that the city authorities should per- 
form their usual functions ; and that two news- 
papers should be published. One of these pa- 

ers has since been established in the Savannah 

ily News office, by the publishers of the Port 
Royal Herald, and the other is the Savannah 
Daily Republican, continued by loyal editors, 

On the 2th ultimo, the citizens of Savannah 
held a public meeting, at the call of Mayor 
Arnold, at which it was resolved to accept 
freely the generous terms offered by Sherman, 
and “‘ to lay aside all differences and bury by- 
gones in the graves of the past.” On the Slat, 
the common council appointed an nt to 
come to New York to exchange rice for su 
plies of provisions needed for the poor of 
vannah; but when thisagent arrived here, em- 
ag my by Gen. Sherman te purchase supplies 
‘0 the amount of $50,000, our merchante t 
together and opened a voluntary subscription 
for the purpose of | memes to the peopk of 
Savannah all that they needed, as an evidenee 
of good will. Meanwhile, Collector Draper 
has left this city for Savannah, to take meas- 
ures, as the agent of the Government, for dis- 
posing of the thirty thousand bales of 
cotton captured with the city. 

It isa pleasant thing to announce that the 
leading merchants of Savannah have already 
forwarded to this city funds for the payment of 
debts they owed when the war broke out, and 
which they were then prevented from paying. 
Some, who have made but partial payments at 
this time, have given notice that they intend to 
o— off all their obligations as quickly as possi- 

e. 

Sherman’s forces are concentrating on the 
South Carolina boundary, with an evident de- 
sign of operating against Charleston. 

THOMAS ENDS ONE CAMPAIGN AND BBOINS 
ANOTHER. 

Gen. Thomas’ campaign against Hood is end- 
ed—for the sufficient reason that the rebel force 
is used up. Steedman’s cavalry last week eap- 
tured and burned Hood’s pontoon train, and 
took one hundred of his wagons, and the ren- 
nant of the rebel army forded the Tennessee 
River on the 29th ult., with only eight pieces 
of cannon. Onur official list of prisoners is 

The chase has been abandoned in force, 
our sz only continuing it, to pick up strag- 
giers; and Thomas is already on the march for 
a pew campaign, the purpose of which ie not 
yet divulged. 

MORE SERIOUS DAMAGE. 

Gen. Grierson, whose special preserve is the 
State of Mississippi, where he rode a gaMoping 

, last year, has done more damage. On the 
2st wit, be left Memphis with a strong cavalry 
force, and, having struck the Mobile & Ohio 
Railroad jive miles below Corinth, utterly de- 
stroyed the line for a distance of 62 miles by 
the 27th. + 2. mp “ Goetens, qt 
stroying the track, twenty-nine bridges, . 
‘¢wo ea, three hundred army wagons, and 
four thousand carbines. Thus another impor- 
tant line of rebel communications is effectually 
interrupted. 
SHERIDAN’s ARMY. 

Gen. Sheridan has recently senta portion of his 
pam De artillery into Loudon and Fairfax 
Counties, Virginia, to punish guerrillas and 
confiscate rebel property, andis preparing to 
Ext his troops into winter-quarters in the 
henandoah. 


THE DUTCH GAP CANAL. 

The bulk-head of the Dutch Gap Canal was 
blown out by the explosion of mines on Sun- 
day afternoon, Jan i, The earth was thrown 
up to a great bight, but it descended into the 
canal again, blocking up communication. In 
its present condition the canal is useless. 

Gen. Grant still lies silent before Richmond. 


eo 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Tue rebel General Sterling Price, Sepety 
governor of Missouri, died in Arkansas, Jan. 1, 
of apoplexy, at the age of 60. 

—The new governors of Missouri and Mary- 





6. 
Freedom! An anti-slavery convention was 
also held at Frankfort, the capital of Ken- 
tacky, on the 4th inst. 

—The railway Mog system is to be ex- 
tended immediate , to yd Albany, Troy, 
Buffalo, Philadelphia, and Pittsburg. 

—A _ wool-growers’ association has been 
anet in Vermont, for all the New England 


tes 

—Congress is discnssing the constitutional 
amendment, the duty on printing paper. the 
finances, and the expediency of giving cap- 
tured Savannah cotton to sold: 

—Gov. Fenton was inaugurated as Govertior 
of this State on the ist inst. ; and a. 
Hoskins was elected Speaker of the y- 


FOREIGN NEWS. 
Tua English work ng-men have sent ® con- 
talatory oaivens, Mr. Lincoln. 
Bpanien government is in trouble about St. 
me cn bot tee — 2 won't consent, 
fre financial panic in Eushand has subsided, 


herman’s 
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